trousseau.
" Will it' do? " she asked. It needed no pretended enthusiasm to praise her handiwork, to delight in it.
But how her eyes shone when I asked her if I could have some of the laces from her own pillow slips and table covers put away for remembrance at the bottom of the trunk. From one pillow cover I took two wide in-sertings of hand-made lace that mother and grandmother had made together while they waited for father to come to take his bride.
Mother insisted also that I take the two heavy brass candle-sticks made for her at her own wedding by the village coppersmith, and brought to America into our little kitchen. She pressed upon me also a brass mortar and pestle for " my kitchen." When I asked for the old copper fish-pot which had been made [157]net," as mother called theor she came to America, and her mother died with-
